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child had turned into a stranger and an enemy. . . into someone
whose heart was deaf to all appeals, who was incapable of
responding. .. .

They went together into the drawing-room, but the father
dared not venture an embrace.

"Let's talk about something else: I didn't come here to chat
about Papa . . . we've got better things to do than that . . .
haven't we ?"

He thrust forward a large and awkward paw, but she caught
hold it of before it had attained its goal, restraining it with gentle
insistence.

"No, Raymond, no. You live too close to him really to under-
stand. Those closest to us are always the ones we know least
about.. . . "We reach a point at which we can't even see what
lies beneath our eyes. Do you know, my relations always thought
of me as ugly, because when I was a child I had a slight squint.
I was amazed, when I went to school, to find that the other girls
regarded m$ as pretty/'

"That's right, tell me nice little stories about when you were
at school!"

His fixed obsession made him look prematurely old. Maria
dared not let go of the great hand* She could feel it growing
damp, and a feeling that was almost disgust took hold of her.
This was the same hand whose touch, ten minutes ago, had
made her turn pale. There had been a time when merely to hold
it in hers had compelled her to shut her eyes and turn away her
head; and now, it was just a flabby, clammy object.

"I want to show you what the doctor's really like, and when
I've made up my mind I can be as obstinate as a mule,"

He stopped her by saying that he, too, could be obstinate.

"Look here, I swore that to-day I wouldn't be played
with. . . ."

He spoke in a low voice, stumbling over his words; so low,
indeed, that it was not difficult for her to pretend that she had